WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

And therefore take the present time,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino j
For love is crowned with the prime
In spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding ding:
Sweet lovers love the spring,

W. SHAKESPEARE

From Twelfth Night, 1600?

Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid;
Fly away, fly away, breath;
I am slain by a fair cruel 'maid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,

O prepare it!

My part of death, no one so true
Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,
On my black coffin let there be strown j

Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown :
A thousand thousand sighs to save,

Lay me, 0 where
Sad true lover never find my grave,
To weep there!

W. SHAKESPEARE

From Twelfth Night, 1600 ?
O mistress mine, where are you roaming? .
O stay and hear, your true-love's coming,
That can sing both high and low;
Trip no further, pretty sweeting;
Journeys end in lovers meeting,
Every wise man's son doth know.
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